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	Thunder and Lightning in the DLO

Rita had her roller skates out again and was zipping from one end of the DLO to the other, humming to herself. Norman tried to hum along with her but it was a polka tune and he was unable to follow the beat. Oliver was out, overseeing the delivery of The Hand of God to the Denver Museum of Art. He and Shane had decided that it would better serve the desires and intent of Joseph Lindley O'Toole if it were on public display.

Shane was smiling happily to herself, basking in the remembered glow of a very nice weekend when the swinging door squeaked loudly as it was pushed slowly open. She was later unable to decide if it was coincidence, luck, or by divine appointment that Oliver was gone when Holly O'Toole, otherwise known as the Ex, walked into the Dead Letter Office wearing a bright green low cut blouse and carrying a large handbag. Norman dropped an entire basket of letters and Rita stumbled, nearly falling to the floor.

Shane McInerney jumped to her feet and stared gape-mouthed at the ginger specter. "H – Ho – Holly," she finally managed. "Nice to see you," she said, but it sounded more like a question.

Holly sashayed seductively – Shane thought long and hard about both words but they worked – over to Oliver's desk and seated herself. "Where is my Ollie?" she asked sweetly.

Shane was going to say, Mr. O'Toole is not here, when she decided to stand up for the man she loved. "Mr. O'Toole would not appreciate you using his desk," she said. "Since he is obviously not here, maybe you can tell me why you made the trip from Paris just to visit us." She emphasized the word "us" and added one lifted eyebrow signaling contempt.

Sweetness vanished and Holly stood, struggling to hide a glare. "I have an urgent and imperative matter to discuss with Ollie."

"He does not like to called Ollie and you know it." Oh, I get it, Shane thought to herself.

Holly heard about the Rodin and wants to impress her artsy types in Paris by taking it back with her. That's why she is here. Holly confirmed that a second later.

"Well if you must know, I have come to take possession of the Rodin sculpture. I know that it would be much better off in my hands than with poor uncreative Oliver."

"Oops," Shane said, smiling as she walked around her floating work station and stood with her left hand on the computer monitor. She caught a glimpse of Rita hiding a smile behind her hand. "Unfortunately you are too late in more ways than one. The Rodin statue has been donated by Mr. O'Toole to a public museum, the papers are all singed and it is being delivered as we speak. So it is now out of your reach. For another, the statue was only recently discovered and was not in Oliver's possession until after your divorce was final. So you have no claim. Unfortunately Holly, there is nothing here for you now."

Holly pasted the sweet smiled back on her face and walked to Shane. She opened her mouth to say something and stopped when she saw the ring on Shane's finger. "Oh my," she said.

"That," Shane said, "is a 26 carat heart shaped diamond mounted on very rare rose gold. It is one of a kind. The side stones are a mix of sapphire and ruby."

"Wow," Holly gushed. "I would like to meet the man who could afford a ring like that."

For a moment, Shane thought she might throw up, but the nausea passed quickly. She laughed. "Oh, you know nothing about him and I am pretty sure you have nothing in common. His name is Oliver O'Toole and like I said, there is nothing here for you now."

A small dark cloud began to form over Holly O'Toole's head and she stamped her foot petulantly. "I lost out when I divorced Oliver. I deserve to get that statue."

"I understand dear," Shane said pleasantly. "Hindsight and all. But since the statue was not discovered until after the divorce you are entitled to nothing." Shane leaned and carefully scrutinized Holly's handbag.

"What are you looking for," the redhead asked acidly, all pretense gone now.

"It's just that you play the victim so well, I was looking for the chalk you use to mark your outline on the sidewalk."

The look on Holly O'Toole's face as she stormed out the door could only be described as thunder with a good chance of lightning.

"I'm not sure Oliver will approve of the spirit in which you handled that," Rita said.

"Maybe not. But I plan to repent later."


End file.
